The Tragedie 

Haft, His grace lookes checrefully and fmooth today, 
Theres lame concetto* other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow With&ich a fpirit, 

I tbtoke there is ncuer a man in Chnftendome, 

That can lefler hide his loue or hate then he .* 

For by his face ftraight fliall you know his heart. 

ZXir.Whatofhis heart perceiucyou in his face. 

By any likelihood he fliewed to day?. 

H<?/?.Marry,that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he were, he would haue (hewne it in his f ace. 
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Bar, I pray God he bcnot,Ifay. 

Sneer (ft loft er. 

G/o.J pray you all, what do they deferue 
That doconfpiremy death with diuelliflr plots 
Of damned witchcraft, and that haue preuaili 
Vpon my body with their hellifh charmes? 

Haft. The tenderloueibeare your gracetny Lord, “«» ■ 
Makes me mod forward in this noble prefence. 

To doomethc offenders whatfocuerthey be : 

Ifay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

if/o.Then beyour eyes the witneffe of this ill, 

S& how I am bewitcht, behold mincarme 
Is like a blaftcd fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wifc,that monftrous witch, 

Conforted with that harlot ftrumpetdWr, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my graciour Lord, 

GA?. If thou Prote&crof this damned ftrumpet, 

Tel ft thotrmc of iffs ? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head , Now by Saint Paul, 

I'will not dine to day I fwearc, 
Vntilllfeethcfaine,fomefccitdene: m 
The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, tnanet 
Haft. Wo,wp,for England, not a whit for me# Ca.ixtth Haft. 
For I too fond might haue.prcyented this : 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his hclme, 

But 1 difdaind it, and did fcornoro flic, 

Three times to day my footecloth horfe did ftumble, 
ftai tlcd when he lookt vpon the T ovver, 
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of R ichardthc Third. 

As loth to beareme to the daughter houfe. 

Oh, now I want the Pricft that Ipaketo me, 

I now repent I told the Pursuant, “ 

As twere triumphing at mine cnemiei, 

How they at Tomfret bloodily were butcherd, 

And I my felfc fecure in grace and fauour .♦ 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy hcauiecorfe 
Is lightened on poore wrctchedhead. 

(ftat .Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner s 
Make a fhortlhrift, he longs rofee your head. 

Haft . O momentary ftatc of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the giract of heauen 4 

Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour faire lookc*, 

Liues like admnken Siylerbn'amaft, 

Ready with eucry nod totrimbledowne ■’ 

Into fatal! bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade meto the blocke.bcare him my head. 

They fmile atme,that Ihortly lhall be dead. Exeunt, 

Enter ‘Duke of Gleftcr and Buckingham inatmonr, 
GA?.Comccoulcn,canft thou quake & change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle ofa word. 

And then begin againe and flop again*. 

As if thou wertdeftratight aridmad with terror. 

Buc Tut fcart not me. 

I can counterfeit thedeepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backe,and prieon euery fide t 
Intending deepe fufpition,gaft!y lOoke* 
Areatmyferuicelilteinforcedfmiles, " _ 

And both are readie in their offices 
To grace my ftratagem*. Entet Afnier* 

G/#.Here comes the Maior. 

Sue. Let me alone to entertaine him. Lord Maior 
G/#.Looke to the drawbridge there. 

5«c.The reafon we haue feht for yoUT, 

Glo.(fatesi>y oucrlooke the walles. 
i?*e.Harke,'I hearea drumme. 

G/^.Looke backe,dcfend thee.hcreareenemiet.'’-' 1 
Buc God andoutinnocenciedefendw 
Glo,O y Q, be quiet, it is Catesiy. 
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